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I think she liked me too, but I preferred to think she
was only grateful. I never tried to find out, nor did
I have time. For in the eleven months I knew her,
my one ambition was to give her everything I could
which would make her stand on her own without me.
I didn't want to be just the crutches of an invalid, for
I knew some day she would have to do without me
I had no place in her life except that I supplied her
with a passport. She told me more than once it
wasn't so, but I thought it was. Then one night I
awoke frightened in a dream and found she wasn't
there. I always used to sleep with a revolver under
my pillow and somehow my hand went for it and T
found it gone I tried to get out of bed and my hand
was about to switch on the light, when something
must have happened because I suddenly felt numb
and I didn't remember anything more It was morn-
ing when I found myself in a pool of blood. My bed
was soaking with blood and I could feel a heavy
pain near my heart. And I found my own revolver
in my hand and for a moment I didn't know
how I had shot myself Even now I could never
swear what happened. I sent for Charles, the
Hall-porter of the old hotel, for I was living in a flat
now and he got me my doctor, and I told him that
I had had an accident and though he didn't believe
me, he kept quiet, suspecting an attempted suicide.
The wound healed and no one knew anything about it.
I went to Paris and had myself examined when they
found the bullet embedded between the left lung and